i                 TENNYSON'S POEMS

And, falling, idly broke the peace

Of hearts that beat from day to day,
Half-conscious of their dying- clay,

And those cold crypts where they shall cease.

The high Muse answer'd : e Wherefore grieve
Thy brethren with a fruitless tear?
Abide a little longer here,

And thou shalt take a nobler leave/

HE past; a soul of nobler tone:

My spirit loved and loves him yet,
Like some poor girl whose heart is set

On one whose rank exceeds her own.

He mixing with his proper sphere,
She finds the baseness of her lot;
Half jealous of she knows not what,

And envying all that meet him there.

The little village looks forlorn;

She sighs amid her narrow days,
Moving about the household ways,

In that dark house where she was born.

The foolish neighbours come and go,

And tease her till the day draws by;
At night she weeps, c How vain am I f

How should he love a thing so low?'

IF, in thy second state sublime,
Thy ransom'd reason change replies
With all the circle of the wise,
The perfect flower of human time;
And if thou cast thine eyes below,
How dimly character'd and slight,
How dwarf'd a growth of cold and night.
How blanch'd with darkness must I grow J